ticket office when five British Tommies, with Bristol in thet
lead, bore down on us.

"There she is/' said he, pointing at me. The other five
looked me over. Five heads nodded approbation.

Out of the uniform pockets came half crowns and
shillings which the Tommies handed over to Madge, my
self-constituted financial manager. She counted the money.
"Hurray! Enough for a ticket, and fifteen shillings over to
see you through your first week in London," she said
triumphantly.

While she bought my ticket, I turned to Bristol and his
five mates. "Thank you, boys. You'll get your money
back. And you won't be sorry you've done this for me.
I promise."

"Oh, that's all right," one of the Tommies replied
gallantly. "It's always a pleasure to help a lady."

"I mean it,"  I said earnestly.    "I won't forget what
you've done for me today.   Not ever!   And when I'm playing^
at His Majesty's Theatre in the Haymarket, it'll be because
you boys helped me get there."

The six Tommies saw me off on the London train.
I hung out of the window and waved to them, and they all
waved back to me.

"Best of luck, Gertie!   Mind now, don't let us down."
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